MABEL : What shoes can you wear ?

FREDA : I can wear those black ones.

MABEL : You can't \vear those at a place like

the Berkeley.

JIM : Well, get some new ones.

FREDA : They're all right ; they are, really.

JIM : You don't want to look a sight at that sort
of place. I'll treat you to a pair.

FREDA : No, father.

MABEL : He's taking you out a bit often3 Isn't
he ? I've asked up Phil and Dolly to play bridge.

FREDA : Well ?

JIM : it's all right. Pll make a fourth. It's a pity
to do her out of a good evening. Phil and Dolly
can turn up any time, if It comes to that.

FREDA : Do let me go, mother,

MABEL : If you come straight home. No going
on anywhere else, mind. Last time it was two
o3clock, and the time before It was nearly half-
past three.

JIM : That's too late.
MABEL : You won't do it to-night ?
FREDA : Of course not. Thanks, ever so.
JIM : Here you are. Get yourself a nice new pair
of shoes. (Gives her two notes.}
FREDA : Oh, I shan't want all this.
JIM : So much the better.

FREDA : Thanks, ever  so, father. I'll run over

now. I'll get 5ern at Sinclair's.

[She runs U.S. and turns to L. of sitting-room door
to bedroom,
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